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we rode again, and at the Shereefah's house Mahomed
Salie said we must now part. I felt sorry to see the last
of this good-natured fellow. He embraced me and put
his shaggy face against mine. Then he rode away into
the desert, home to Mecca, While I stood outside the
Pilgrim House, who should arrive but a messenger, a
young Arab, who said that Dr. Abdur Rahman wanted
me to come over for dinner. The courteous consul
hurried to meet me before I reached his house, and
showed genuine delight that everything had passed off
so much better than he had foretold.

"As soon as I heard of the Indian who complained
about you/' he reported, "I kept my eyes open for
him, but I am sorry to say the gentleman has not
been here."

At our meal he told me that the Khedival Line boat

would be calling within two or three days.   Until then

I took things easy in the doctor's comfortable house

and in his company, both of which were very pleasant,

More than once I judiciously joked about his qualities

as a prophet, but he did not object.   While shaving one

morning I looked through the window and saw a ship

in the roadstead.   Within ten minutes my luggage was

packed.   A boat came ashore bringing mail bags-   Dr.

Abdur Rahman walked with me to the beach to see

me safely into the gig,   I thanked my friend for his

goodness.   The oarsmen went through the surf, the

houses grew smaller, the steamer grew larger, I was

up the gangway and looking for the last time on Holy

Arabia.